T be mod \mmalk Tr age die | 

For noname fits thy nature but thy owne. t 

T amor. a. Giucmcthyponyard,youflialknowmy boy es I 
Your mothers hand /l , all right your mothers wrono-. * B 
Lhmet. Stay Madam. heerc is more belongs to her^ 
Fii^thrafb the cornc, then after burtietht ftrav’/ ; ‘ 
Thisminion flood vpon herchaftity, 

Vpon hcrNuptia'il vow,herloya!cie. 

And with that painted hope, brauesyourmightincs, 

Ar.d fliaiJ fhe carry this vnto her graut? * • p 

Clnren. And if (he doe, I would I were an Euenuke, 

Drag hence her husband to fomefecreth rle, 

And make his dead trunke pillow tooui lufl, 

Tam^a. But when ye haue the honny we defirc, K 

Let not this Wafpe out-liue vs b .th to fl/ng. 

Cktron. 1 warrant you Madam we will make that fare* fe 
Ccme raiflris, now perforce we will enioy, 

That nice prefe rued honeftie of yours, 

Ly.mnia. Oh T^ww^thou beared a womansfaee, 

7~amora: Iwillnotheareherfpeake, away with her. 
Lanina. Sweet: Lords infreat her heareniebuta word. 
Dcmet, LifleiifaireMadam,letit beyour glory 
To fee her tearcs, butbeyourhartto them ° 

As vnrclenting flint todrops ofraine. 

L-iawia. When did the! igers young onesteach the dam} 

O doe not learnc/ier wrath, flie taught it thee, 

Then ilkerbou ftickflfrom herdidtnrneco Marble, 

Eucnat thy teat thou hadfl: thy tyranny, 

Y'teuery Mother breeds not fonnes alike, 

Dp thou intreat her fhew a woman pitty, (baftard 

\ jL-'iron. What would ft thou hauetne prouerhy felfca 
" Lamms,* 1 . ^ is true,theKauen doth not hatch a Larke, 

Yer baud heard, Oh could I finde ic now, 

The Lien moued with pitty, didindure 
To haue h> princely pawespardcail away. 

Some 


of T ipMAn&roMcui. 

Some fay that Rauens fofter forlotnechildren, 

The whilft their owne birds famifli in their nelU : 

, Ohbetomethough thy hard bar t fay no, 

Nothingfo kinde but fomething pittifull. 
f mo ra. I know not what it meanes,away with her. 

Oh let me teach thee for my fatbersfakc, 
•phatgauc thee life when well he might haue flame thee, 

Be notobdoratc, open thy dea& cares. ‘ 

fmora. Hadfl thou in perfonner* offended me, 

£uen for his fake am 1 pittilefle. 

Remember boy es I powrd forth tcares in vainc. 

To faueyour brother from rhefacrifice, 

Butfierce AncLron’cm would not relent. 

Therefore away with her, and vfe her as you will, 

The worfc to her, the better lou’d of me. 

Litiinuu Oh T*mora be callda gentle Queens, 

And with thine own e hands kill mein this place, 
FortisnollifethacI haue begdfolong, 

Pooie 1 wasflaire when'll uffianus dide. 

Tamora . What Brgft thou then? fond womanlet me goe? 
Lauiyita T is preflnt death I beg, and one thing more. 
That womanhood denies my-tongue t o tell, 

•Ohkeepeme front their worfethen killingluft. 

And tumble me into fame loathfomc pit, 

Where ntuer manseyemay behold my body* 

Boethis and be a charitable murderer. 

Tumor a. So fhouldl rob my fweet fonnes of their, fee. 

No, let them fatiffie their lull on thee. 


■Demet, A way, for thou haft ftaid vs heerc Coolortg. 
tT?*^ No grace, no womanhood, ah beaftly creature, 
The blot and enemy to ourgencrall name, 

Lonruhoitlfall — . (husband 

Ci:»on, Nay then Jleflop your mouth, brin g theu her 
1 his is tie hole where Aron bid vs hide him. 


D 3 laKort 
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